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"He speaks as if Grandfather were a snail," thought the young
girl.
"My father liked his books better than visiting," the lady con-
tinued. "But he used to read beautifully at people's bedsides. I've
heard him do that often when I was little. Some clergymen have
such poor voices."
"I never heard'n read myself," replied the driver thoughtfully.
"Maybe 'twould have been better if I had. My dad brought me
up chapel; and chapel I've stayed; though I've often thought
'twere a pity. Chapel be all for salvation but it neglects the
King's Majesty. . . ."
"That's where we used to look," broke in John Crow suddenly,
addressing the girl as if he had been completely alone with her,
"for the towers of Ely!" He pointed with his hand over the wide
horizon; and half rising from his seat strained his eyes to catch
a glimpse of what he remembered. "Oh, it's too late!" he added,
and sank by her side. "These cars go quicker than pony carts.
Grandfather used to drive a pony called Judy."
"I'm beginning to think I know who you are," resumed the
elderly lady. "Aren't you my nephew John who went lo live
in France?"
It was the girl who replied for him. "Yes, Aunt Elizabeth, he's
Cousin John. I knew him at once. You used to come with us
sometimes yourself when John took me down the little river in
the old boat. Don't you remember, Aunt Elizabeth? He was with
us that day we went to Oxborough Ferry, when Cousin Percy was
there. Cousin Percy wouldn't fish with worms! You must remem-
ber that, Aunt Elizabeth. She kept putting bits of purple loose-
strife on her hook." There was a nervous exaltation in the girl's
tone that her aunt did not miss.
"I knew Mary at once too," John Crow said, turning round
to address their relative, "but you used to be very busy when I
stayed at the Rectory so it's no wonder we didn't know each other.
Dear Aunt Elizabeth!" And with a rather exaggerated foreign
gesture he stretched out his arm, and capturing the stout lady's
hand lifted it up to his lips. "I came every summer to North-
wold, you know," he said> and he remained for a minute leaning